"God save me T cried Prospero, and found his vofce as weak as
all the rest of him. Exerting it, "What's o'clock?" he croaked, and
"Who are your                                                                .
"Sh!" The old man came round to his side. The saints be
praised! Your soul has returned at last. But lie still." Gently he
thrust Prospero down again upon pillows swiftly and deftly adjusted.
A cool, bony hand soothed Prospero's brow. "The fever's gone. All
will now be Veil. Courage, my master."
Prospero stared up at him. "But what ails me, then? And," he
asked again, "what's o'clock ?"
The gentle, deeply-lined old face was smiling. "It is close on noon
and the day is the feast of the blessed St. Lawrence: the tenth of
August."
Prospero absorbed the information slowly. "You've left out the
year," he complained.
"He! he ! You can laugh already! That's good. That's good,
You're clearly cured."
"But of what, if you please?"
"Why, of the plague, to be sure. What else ? Aye, of the plague.
For a fortnight you've lain there sweating the poison until at times
we thought you'Id sweat your life out with it. But you're a lusty lad,
if your nobility will forgive the expression, and you've cheated Messer
Death."
"The plague!" He felt a nausea stir in him. "And I've lain here a
fortnight? A fortnight! What a Lethean draught was that." He
half closed his eyes, and lay very still and thoughtful, realizing himself.
Then he addressed the old man again. "Who are you ?**
"They call me Ambrogio, may it please your nobility. I am the
servant of Madonna."
"Ah, yes, Madonna.  Madonna who?"
A shadow fell from the open door across the chamber. There was
a quick gasp, the rustle of a gown, and the lady herself was at his side.
"He is conscious!'"
Ambrogio rubbed bony hands together. "He! he ! Did I not
say he was healed and would soon awaken? Trust old Ambrogio,
my lady. In seventy years one has time to learn a deal, God be praised."
Prospero's eyes glowed unnaturally large in their sunken sockets
as he now contemplated her, standing there so straight and slim and
gathering height from a blue mantle tied across her breast by long,
tasselled cords.
"Madam, this is to abuse hospitality. To crave shelter for a night,
and to stay two weeks . . ."
"Sh I" she admonished him in a whisper, appalled by the weakness
of his voice. "You are to rest. We'll talk when you are stronger."
He grew stronger more swiftly than he would at that moment have
deemed possible.
Well nourished, and at an increasing rate, by Ambrogio and Bora,
his vigour was of hourly growth. And once each day Madonna would
come to visit him, bringing fresh flowers to deck the place. Whilst she
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